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was seeing, shocked him. It was so logical. Each of them was
the direct result of his past, his environment and heredity.
Congo the gorilla no less, and no more, than Channel the
doctor, Sebastian the painter, Bentinck the hunter, or Olga
the wife. And he found himself in the middle of this mael-
strom trying to steer his way between the Scylla of his mem-
ories and the Charybdis of actual involvement But he was
being dragged into it. He could feel the pull.
First, Frazer. It was he who had given him the initial push.
Now Olga was dragging at him with soft, white, red-tipped
hands. The climate, the scenery, the conditions of life were
weakening him. Sounds, perfumes, all had their particular
impact on his personality. The wild, occasional shouts of
Congo. The doctor's lectures. Sebastian's women. Sebastian
himself with his outbursts. The professor's botanic objectivity.
Bentinck's hunter's patience. The scent of geranium that
came from Olga. The soft touch of her hand upon his bare
arms. The look in her eyes. The line of her neck when she
turned. The perfume of the roses that came in at his window.
The choking cough of a leopard. The rustle of great leaves
in the evening breeze... And the feeling that war was coming
in Europe. That which he had at first thought of as a joke, as
playing Red Indians, was going to be the real thing: a matter
of life or death. The feeling that before it was done, one,
perhaps more than one, of these people among whom he lived
would die. There was no getting away from it. He was in-
volved, whether he liked it or not, From an interested ob-
server, from an umpire in the game, he had by slow degrees,
over the few days he had been here, become an actual partici-
pant He no longer regretted it
Channel had finished eating and was staring into space.
Conversation scarcely existed here. There were lectures,
arguments, monologues, exclamations, but no one talked.
They said at great length what was in their minds. Then,